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UR deſp'rate bard a bold excurſien tries, 


From bepe, high rais'd, all glorious ations ſpring 3 
"Tis herce that berces conquer, poets fing, 

F'en be may feel the ſrul-exalting fire, 

Fame prompts the bumbleſt beſom ti ire. 

Witbout a guide this raſh attempt be made, 

Without a clue from art, or learning's aid. 
He takes a theme where terd"reft paſſions glu, 
A theme your grandjires felt with pleaſing woe. 
„ ſad tale be ſtrivei to clothe aneco, 
nd bopes to place it in a fironger view, 

Poets, like painters, may, by equal law, 
The labour d piece from different maſters draw ; 
Perbaps improve the plan, add fire and grace, 
And ftrike th" impaſſion'd ſoul through all the face. 
Hero far our author bas ſecur'd a claim 
To this exalted palm, this cviſb d- for " amy 
Your generous ſertimenti will ſoon declare: 
Humanity is ever prone to ſpare. 
*"T were been then, your candour te diſtruſt; 
A Britiſh audience will, at leaſt, be juſt. 

A flattering truth be fearful muſt confeſs, 
His janguine friends made promiſe of ſucceſs; 
But that, be fears, their ardent wiſhes wrought, 
Since partial fawour ſeldem ſees a fault. : 
Then 1 
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all know it ——_ 
I've got intelligence about our poet! 
Who do you think be is ?—You'll newer gueſs ; 
An Iriſh Brick/ayer, neitber more nor leſs. 
And now the ſecret's out, you cannot toner, 
That in commencing bard he made a blunJer. 
Has be not left the better for the worſe, 
In 2 2 brick for empty wor je? 
Can be believe th example of cid Ben, 
Who chang'd, like bin, the trowel for the pes, 
Will in bis favour move your critic bowels f 
You rather wviſh, meſh poets pent vere trowelr, 
Our man is bonefl, ſegſille, and plain, 
Nor bas the pee: made lim pert, er wain 2 
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car. like patient friends, this firſt eſſay, a 
His next ſhall — you in a nabler way. = s 


EWS! news! good folks, rare news, and ye 


| No beau, no courtier, ner conceited youth ; 
| Put then ſc rude, be always ſpeaks the truth; 


Wa ; Ito bim be muſt flatter, learn addreſs, 
Tho danger damp'd bis wvings, be dar d to riſe:| Aud gain the beart of ſome rich patroneſs: 


[ts he, ſaid I, your labours will reward, 


| If you. but join the bricklay'r evith the bard ; 
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As thus—Shculd fhe be ol), and worſe for weary 
Veu muft reru- caſe ber, front ber, ard repoir ; 
tf crack'd in fame, as ſcarce to bear a bunch, 
Yeu cannot uſe your trowei then tes much; 

In ſhort, zꝛvbate er ber morals, age or ftation, 
Plaiſter and wobite-w2fh in your dedication, 
Thus I advii'd—but be dete#1 the plin : 

What can be dene with ſuch a fimple man? 

A poet's nothing worth and nought awailing, 
Unleſs bell Furniſh where there ts a failing. 
Autbors in theſe good times are made and ud, 
To pw thoſe 3 nature bas refir'd. 

If e won't hb, what bounty can be crave © 
We pay for what we want, not what we bat. 
Nay, though of every bleſſing we bave ſtyre, 
Our ſex will always wiſh—e little more. 
IF bell not bend bis heart to this bis duty, 
And ſell, to who wil! buy, wit, bonour brauty ; 
The ricklay'r fill for bim the proper trade it, 
Too rough to deal <with gentlemen and ladics.— 
In ort —tbey I] all awoid bim, and neglect bin, 
Unleſs that yeu, bis patrons, will protect bim. 
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SCENE, an Anti-Chamber in the Palace. 
Enter Burleigh and Raleigh. 


HE bill, at length, has paſe'd oppoſing 
numbers, 

hun crowds ſeditious clamour'd round the ſenate, 
And headlong faction urg'd it's force within. 

Ral, It has, my lord, —'The wiſh'd for-day is 

come, 

When this proud idol of the people's hearts 
Shall now no more be worſhipp'd.—Eliex falls. 
My lord, the minute's near that ſhall unravel 
The myſtic ſchemes of this aſpiring man. 
Now fortune, with officious hand, invites us 
To her, and opens wide the gates of greatneſs, 
The way to power. My heart exults: I fee, 
lee, my loud, our utmoſt wiſh accompliſh'd! 
| ſze great Cecil ſhine without a rival, 
dad England bleſs him as her guardian faint. 
buck potent inftruments I have prepar'd, 
As thal}, with ſpeed, o'erturn this kated man, 
And daſh him dawn, by proof invincible. 

Bur, His day of glory now is ſet in night, 
And all my anxious hopes, at laſt, are crown'd. 
Thole proofs againſt him, Raleig 

Ral. All arriv'd. 

Bur, Arriv'd! how? when? 

Ral. This very hour, my lord: 

Nay more, a perſon comes, of high distinction, 
To prove ſome ſecret treaties made by Eſſex, 
With Scotland's monarch and the proud Tyrone. 

Bur. How ſay'ſt? to prove em? 

Ral. Ay, my lord, and back'd 
With circumſtances of a ſtronger nature, 
|t now appears, his ſecretary Cuff, 

With Blunt and Lee, were deep concern'd in this 
Deſtruct we ſcheme, contriv'd to raiſe this loro, 
And ruin Cecil. O, it is a ſubtle, 

A deep laid miſchief, by the earl contriv'd, 

In hour malignant, tv o'erturn the Kate, 

And (horror to conceive!) dethrone the queen. 

Bur. Theſe gladſome tidings fly beyond my hopes 
The queen will liſten now, will now believe, 

And truſt the counſel of her faithful Burleigh. 

Diſpoſe em well, till kind occafion calls 

Their office forth, leſt prying craft meanwhile 

May tamper with their thoughts, and change thei: 
minds : 

Let them, like batteries conceal'd, appear 

At once, both to ſurpriſe and to deſtroy. 

Ral. This ſudden ſhock, my lord, this weighty 

ſtroke 

Nuft preſs hi 
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m headlong down to deep deſtruction: 


ladignant fate marks out this dreaded man, 
fortune now has left him. 
Bur, Thank the changeling; 
Mis ſervile faction ſoon will ftand aghaſt, 
Aud fink, at diſtance, from his threat ning fall. 


Conduct her in. 
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Rel. His headſtrong friend, the bold Southamp- 
ton, too, 
No finds his raſh endeavours all defeated; 
' An4 ttorms at thee and the impeaching commons. 
Bur. Let him rave on, and rag*.— The lion in 


| The toils entangled, waſtes his ſtrength, and roars 


In vain; his efforts but amuſe me now. 
Enter Gentleman. a 
Gent. My lord, the Lady Nottineham defires, 
With much impatience, to attend your lordſhip, 
Bur. What may the purport of her bus'neſs be ! 
| Her tender wiſhes are to Eſſex ty'd 
In love's ſoft fetters, and endearing bands, 
[Exit Gentleman, 
And you, my Raleigh, watch Southampton's ſteps; 
With care obſerve each movement of his friends 
That no advantage on that fide be loſt, 
[Exit Raleigh. 
Erter Lady Nottingham. 
Not. Thrice hail to reſcu'd England's guiding ge- 
nius ! 
His country's guardian, and his queen's defence. 
Great Burleigh, thou whoſe patriot boſom beats 
With Albion's glory and Eliza's fame; 


| 
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Who ſhield'ſt her perſon, and ſupport'ſt her throne; 
For thee, what fervent thanks, what offer'd vows, 
Do proftrate millions pay! 
Bur. Bright excellence, 
| This fair applauſe too highly over-rates, 
Too much extols, the low deſerts of Cecil. 
i Not. What praiſes are too high for patriot- worth; 
Or what applauſe exceeds the price of virtue? 
My lord, conviction has at laſt ſubdu'd me, 
And | am honour's profſelyte—too long 
My erring heart purſued the ways of faction; 
| own myſelf t have been your bitt'reſt foe, 
Ard join'd with Eflex in each foul attempt 
To blaſt your honour, and traduce your fame. 
| Bur, Tho' ne'er my wiſhing heart could call you 
friend, 
Yet honour and eſteem 1 always bore you; 
| Aid never meant, but with reſpe@ to ſerve you, 
Not. It is enough, my lord, I know it well, 
And feel rekindling virtue warm my breaſt z 
Honour and gratitude their force reſume 
Within my heart, and every wiſh is yours. 
Q Cecil, Cecil, what a foe haſt thou, 
A deadly foe, whilſt hated Eſſex lives 
Bur. 1 know it well, but can aflign no cauſe. 
Nut. Ambition's reſtleſs hand has wound his 
thoughts 
Too high for England's welfare; nay, the queen 
Scarce fits in ſafety on her throne, while he, 
Th' audacious Eſſex, freely treads at large, 
And breathes the common air. Ambition is 
The only god he ſerves, to whom he'd ſacrifice 
His honour, country, friends, and ev'ry tie 
Of truth, and bond of nature; nay, his love. 
Bur. The man that in his public duty fails, 
On 7 virtue will diſdainful tread, 
- a 
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To tear with ceaſeleſs pangs my tortur'd ſoul ? 
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As ſteps to raiſe him to ſome higher purpoſe: 
In vain each ſofter wiſh would plead with him, 
No tender movement in his ſoul prevails, 

And mighty love, who rules all nature elſe, 
Muſt follow here in proud ambition's train. 

Not. Pronounce it not, my ſoul abhors the ſound, 
Like death.—-Oh, Cecil, will you kindly lend 
Some pity to a wretch like me? 

Bur, Command, 

Madam ; my power and will are yours. 

Net. Will Cecil's friendly ear vouchſafe to bend 
It's great attention to a woman's wrongs, 
Whoſe pride and ſhame, reſentment and deſpair, 
Riſe up in raging anarchy at once, 


Words are unequal to the woes | feel, 

And language leſſens what my heart endures. 

Paſſion repuls'd with ſcorn, and proud diſdain, 

Recoils indignant on my ſhrinking ſou], 

Beats back my vital ſprings, and cruſhes life, 
Bur, Madam, your wrongs, I muſt confeſs, are 


at; 
Yet All, 1 fear, you know not half his falſhood. 
Who, but tbe falſe, perfidious Eſſex, could 
Prefer to Nottingham a Rutland's charms ? 
Start not By Heav'n, I tell you nought but truth, 
What I can prove, paſt doubt; that he receiv'd 
The Lady Rutland's hand, in ſacred wedlock, 
The very night before his ſetting out 
For Ireland. 

Not. Oh, may quick deſtruction ſeize 'em ! 
May furies blaſt, and hell deſtroy their peace! 
May all their night 

Bur. I prey, have patience, Madam, 

Reſtrain a while your rage; curſes are vain. 
But there's a ſurer method to deftroy him z 
And if you'll join with me, tis done: he falls. 

Not. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, Burleigh ! Speak, my ge- 

nius, ſpeak; | 

e quick as vengeance” ſelf to tell me how. 

Bur. You muſt have hcard the commons have 

impeach'd him, | 
And we have proofs ſufficient for his ruin. 
But the queen—you know how fair he ſtands 
In her eſteem; and Rutland too, his wife, 
Hath full poſſeſſion of the royal ear. 
What then avail impeachments, or the law's 
Severeſt condemnation, while the queen 
May ſaatch him from th' uplifted hand of juſtice ? 
Here then, my Nottingham, begins thy taik: 
Try e ry art t' incenſe the queen againſt him, 
Then ſtep between her and the Lady Rutland, 
Obſerve Southampton too, with jealous eye; 
Prevent, as much as poſſible, his ſuit: 
For well I know he wil! not fail to try 
His eloquence on the behalf of Effex. 

Not. It ſhall be done; his doom is fix'd; he dies. 
Oh, 'twas a precious thought! I never knew 
Such heart-felt ſatisfaQion ! Eſſex dies; | 
And Rutland, in her turn, ſhall learn to weep. 
The time is precious; I'll about it ſtraight. 
Come, vengeance, come, aſſiſt-me now to breathe 
Thy venom'd ſpirit in the royal ear. [Exit Not. 

Bur. There ſpoke the very genius of the ſex, 

A difappointed woman ſets no bounds 
To her. revenge. Her temper's form'd to ſerve me. 
h Enter Raleigh. 

Kal. The Lord Southampton, with ungovern'd 
Reſents aloud his diſappointed meaſures. [ rage, 
I met him in the outward court; he ſerks 
In haſte your lordſhip, and, forgetting forms, 
Puiſues me hither, and demands to ſee you. 
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Leave me to deal with this o'erbearing man, 

[ Exit Raleigh 
Ester Southampton, 


South. Where is the man, whom virtue calls h 
friend ? 
| give you joy, my lord! - Vour quenchleſ; fury 
At length prevaily—and now your malice triumph 
You've huuted honour to the toil of faction, 
And view his ſtruggles with malicious joy, 
Bur. What means, my lors ? 
Suuth. Oh, fraud! ſha!l valiant Eſſex 
Be made a er to your ambition! 
Oh, it ſmells foul indeed, of rankeſt malice, 
And the vile ſtateſman's craft. 
Thus bid defiance to each fhew of worth, 
Each claim of honour: dare not injure thus 
Your ſuffering country in her braveſt ſon! 
Bur. But why ſhould ſtern reproach her angry bro 
Let fall on me? Am I alone tue cauſe 
That gives this working humour ſtrength? Do! 
Inſtruct the public voice to warp his aCttons ? 
Juſtice, untautzht, ſhall poize th” impartial ſcales 
And every curious eve may mark the beam, 
Seutb. The ſpecious ſhield, which private malice 
s ever blazon'd with ſome public gocd; Ideas, 
Behind that artful ſence, ſculk low, conce sd, 
The bloody purpoſe, and the poiſon'd ſhatt; 
Ambition there, and envy, neſtle cloſe ; 
From thence, they take their fatal aim unſeen; 
And honeſt merit in the deſtin'd mark. 
Bur. My country's welfare, and my queen's com- 
mand, 
Have erer been my guiding ſtars through lite, 
Ay ſure direction ſtill.— To theſe Inow {out 
Appeal; from theſe, no doubt, this lord's miſcon- 
Hath widely ſtray'd ; and reaſon, not reviling, 
Muft now befriend his cauſe. 
Seuth. How ill had Providence 
Diſpos'd the ſuffering world's oppreſt affairs, 
Had ſacred right's eternal rule been left 
Lo crafty politicians partjal ſway | | 
Then power and pride would ſtretch th“ enormont 
And call their arbitrary portion, juſtice: [| graſp, 
Ambition's arm, by av'rice urg'd, would pluck 
The core of honeſty ſrum virtue's heart, 
And plant deceit and rancour in it's ſtead : 
Falſhood would trample then on truth and honour, 
And envy poiſon ſweet benevolence. 
Oh, 'tis a goodly group of attributes, 
And well befits ſome ſtateſman's righteous rule! 
Out, out upon ſuch baſe and bloody doings ! 
The term of being is not worth the fin; 
No human boſom can endure it's dart, 
Then put this cruel purpoſe from thee far, 
Nor let the blood of Eſſex whelm thy ſoul, 
Bur. Tis well, my lord ! your words no comment 
Yet mark me well, my lord, the clinging ivy ace 
With th' oak may riſe, but with it too muſt fall. 
South. Thy empty threats, ambitious many hurt 
The breaſt of truth. Fair innocence, and faith, [09% 
Thoſe ſtrangers to thy practis'd heart, ſhall ſhield 
My honour, and preſerve my ſtiend.—In van, 
Thy malice, with unequa! arm, ſhall ſtri ve 
To tear the applauded wreath from Eiſex browj 
His honeft laurel, held aloft by fame, 
Shall bloom immortal to the lateſt time:: 
Whilſt thou, amidft thy tangling ſnares involy'd, 
Shall fink confounded, and vopitied fall. 
Bur. Rail on, proud lord, and give thy choler ventl 
It waſtes itſelf in vain; the queen ſball judge 
Between vs in this warm debate, To her 
now repair 3 and in her royal preſence 


Bur. Raleigh, tis welle= Withdrawwom Attend 
ike queens | a 


You may approve your Innocence and fal 


You dare not (ure 


Or pra 
Merhir 
Speak, 
Hil wi 
Bur, 
His crit 
And vir 
Y 
ns 
You'd « 
And uſt 
det He 
Fil nur! 
And my 
Who ſe 
This Ef 


Behold, 
What a 
Here dr 
To ſpoi, 
$:uth 
Drew tl 
And ho; 
A light 
Then f\ 
This va 
To tres 
Engages 
Amidſt 
But let 
And ey) 
T 
1 3 he 
Noſubt! 
Take he 
Nor env 
Impeach 
My brig 
Take ca 
Let hon 
Raleigh 


Lord By 
Conf're: 
Your jet 
His hin 
But mar 
And fav 
Let not 
In your 
And the 

bu, 


f Raleigh 


e calls h 


s fury 
triumph 
ion, 


5 


lice, 
* not ſure 


us 


ry bro 


? Dol 
1s ? 


al ſcales, 
n 


e malice 

1 beat ” 
eal'd, 
it; 
ſeen; 
nt com- 
lite, 

[ ou 


miſcon- 
ing, 


's, 


207m ou 


[ graſp, 
luck 


onout, 


rule! 
1 


Tue EAR L. or ESSEX. 


Perhaps you'll meet me there, — Till then, 1 
| xi + 

Sth, Confuſion wait thy ſteps, thou crnel 
In ovble and illuſtrĩous friend betray d, [ monſter | 
I crafty faction and tyrannic pow'r, 

Hs baking trophies, and his falling fame, 
Opels my very foul. I'll to the queen, 
Lay all their envy open to her view, 

Caafront their malice, and preſerve my ſriend. [ Exit. 
The Queen diſcev ered, fitting on ber throne. 
Raleigh, Lords, and Attendants. 

Without conſulting me | pteſumptuous man 
Who governs here — What! am not I your queen? 
You dar'd not, were he preſent, take this tep. 

Rial. Dread ſovereign, your ever faithful commons 
Hive, in their gratitude and love for you, 

Preferr's this ſalutary bill againſt him, 
Enter Burle gh. 

9. You, my lord Burleigh, muſt have known of 
The commons here impzach the carlof Eiſex | this, 
of pratifing againſt the ſtate and me. 

Methinks I might be truſted with the ſecret, 
Freak, for I know it well, twas thy contrivance. 
Hi! was it not? You dare not ſay it was not, 

Bur, I own, my judgmen did concur with theirs. 
His crimes, I fear, will juſtify the charge, 

And vindicate their loyalty and mine. 

9. Ha! tell not me your ſmooth, deceitfulſtory! 
[know your projects, and your cloſe cabals, 
You'd turn my favour into party feuds, 

And uſe my ſceptre as the rod of faction: 
bet Henry's daughter claims a nobler ſoul, 
I'll nurſe no party, but will reign o'er all, 
And my ſole rule ſhall be to bleſs my people: 
Who ſerves them beſt has till my higheſt favour; 
This Eſſex ever did. 
Enter Southampton. 
Behold, Southampton, 
What a baſe portrait's here! The faithful Eſſex 
Here drawn at large aflociating with rebels, 
To ſpoil his country and dethrone his queen. 

$:uth. It is not like. By Heav'n the hand of envy 
Drew theſe falſe lines; dittorted far from truth 
And honour, and unlike my noble friend 
As light to ſhade, or hell to higheſt heav'n. 

Then ſuffer not, thou beſt of queens, this lord, 

This valiant lord, to fall a ſacrifice 

To treachery and baſe deſigns; who now + 

Engages death in all his horrid ſhapes, 

Amidſt a hardy race, inur'd to danger; 

But let him face to face, this charge encounter, 

Andev'ry falſehood, like his foes, ſhall fly. | 
5 To me you ſeem to recommend ſtrict juſtice, 

In all her pomp of power. But are you ſure 

Noſubtle vice conceal'd aſſumes her garb? 

Take heed, that malice does not wear the maſk, 

Nor envy deck*her in the borrow'd guilc. 

Impeach the very man to whom I owe 

My brighteſt rays of glory! Look to it, lords, 

Take care, be cautious on what ground you tread; 

Let honeſt means alone ſecure your footing. 

Raleigh and you withdraw, and wait our leiſure. 

[Exeunt Raleigh and South. 

Lord Burleigh, ſtay; we muſt with you bave farther 

Conf 'rence,—l ſee this baſe contrivance plain. 

Your jealouſy and pride, your envy of 

His Mining merit, brought this bill to light. 

But mark me, as you prize our high regard 

Aud favour, I command you to ſuppreſs it: 

Let not our name and power be embarraſs'd 

In your perplexing ſchemes. *T waz you began, 


Yet humbly would intreat you to confider 

How new, unpopular, this ſtep muſt be, 

To ſtand between your parliament's enquiry 

And this offending lord. We have ſuch proof 
Q. Reſerve your proofs to a more proper ſeaſon, 

And let them then appear. But once again 

We charge you, on your duty and allegiance, 

To ſtop this vile proceeding ; and to wait 

Till! Eſſex can defend himſelf in perſon, 

If then your accuſations are of force, 

lhe laws, and my conſent, no doubt, are open. 

He has my ſtrict command, with menace mix'd, 

To end effectually this hated war, 

Ere he preſume to quit the Iriſh coaſt, 
Bur. Madam, my duty now compels me to 

[Erie Burleigh, 

Q. No more! ſee that my orders be obey'd. 

Eſſex a traitor —it can never be 

His grateful and his honeſt ſoul diſdains it. 

{ know him hot, ambitious, rach, impatient; 

But then he's firmly anchor'd in his duty, 

Tho' ſtormy paſhons toſs him to and fro. 

Can he prove falſe? ſo high advanc'd, ſo honour'd, 

So near my favour—and—l fear, ſo near 

My heart! Impoſſtble.—This Burleigh bates him, 

And, his rival, therefore would deſtroy him; 

But he ſhall find his narrow ſchemes defeated. 

In vain their fraud ſul efforts ſhall combine 

To ſhake my ſettled ſoul, my firm deſign; 

Reſolv'd to lift bright virtue's palm on high, 

Support her grandeur, and her foes defy. [ Exit. 
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. 
Enter Burleigh and Raleigh. 
S SEX arriv'd! Confuſion to my hopes! 
His preſence will deftroy me with the 
queen. 
much ſuſpect he had ſome private notice, 
Perhaps, a punctual order, to return. 


He lurks too near her heart.— What's to be done? 
[Exit Raleigh. 


. 
* 


Bur. 


Now is th' important criſis— 
Keep up thy uſual ſtrength z my better genius, 
Direct my ſteps to cruſh my mortal foe, 
Enter * and Raleigh, 

It cannot be! Return'd without my leave! 
Againſt my ſtrict command —Impoſſible 
Ral. Madam, the earlis now at court, and begs 
An audience of your majeſty, 

Amazing! 
What! break his truſt! deſert his high command! 
Forſake his poſt, and diſobey his queen ! 
'Tis falſe—invented all. Vou wiſh it ſo, | 
Bur. Madam, I with ſome other rumours falſe 1 
Reports, I fear, of great concern to you. 
Q. What rumours? what reports? Your frown 

wou'd much 
Denote: your preface ſeems important.—Speal., 
Bur. Some new commotions are of late ſprung up. 
In Ireland, where the weſt is all in arms, 
And moves with haſty march tojoin Tyrone, 
And all his northern clans. A dreadful pow'r! 
Nay more, we have advices from the borders 
Of ſudden riſfings, near the banks of Tweed! 
'Tis thought, to favour an attempt from Scotland, 
Mean while, Tyrone embarks fix thouſand men 
To land at Milford, and march where Eſſen 
Shall join them with his friends. 
„ In league with James! 


And therefore you muſt end it. 
. 


And plotting with Tyrone! It cannot be, 


i 
l 
1 


His very pride diſeains ſuch perfidv. 
But is not Eſſex here without my leave! 


Againſt my ſtriet command! that, that's rebellion. Would taint my honour and traduce my nam 


The reft, it true, or falſe, it matters not. 
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The world's derifion, and my queen's thhorrence, 


Stand forth the villain, whoſe envenom'd tongue 


- 
Or ſtamp my conduct with a rebel's brang ! 4 


What's to be done ?—admit him to my preſence ? {Lives the:e a monſter in the haun's of men, 


No, no—my dignity, my price forbid it. 
Ungratefut man, approach me not! Riſe, riſe, 
Refentment, and ſupport my toul! Diſaain, 
Do thou a Ht me.—Yes, it thall be ſo. 


| Dares teer my trophies from their piliar'd baſe, 
| Eclipſe my glory, and diſgrace my deeds? 


; ND; This ardent language, and this glow of ſoul, 


Were nobly gracrful in a better cauſe ; 


Bur. | ſee ſhe mules deep; her mind works up- Where virtue warran's, and where truth inſpires: 
And paintsit's firuggling efforts in her face. [Wards But injur'd truth, with brow invincible, 


Tyrone's invaſion wakes her fear and anger, 
And all her ſoul is one continued lorm. 


' © . . 
; Frowns ſtern reprovt upon the falſe afferiion, 


[A. And contraticts it with the force of tatts, 


A. For once my pride ihali ſtoop; and wid ſee From me you have appral'd, ungratetul man; 


This raſh, audacious, this once favour'd man; 
But treat him as his dering crimes deſerve. 
Enter Southampton. 


South. | Kneeliag.} Permit me, Madam, to a5. 


proach you thus; 
Thus lowly to preſent the humble ſuit 
Of the much injur'd, faithful, Fail of Eſſex, 


| The laws, nut I, moſt liſten to your plea. 
; Go, Rand the teit ſevere, abide the trial, 
And mourn, too late, the bounty you abus'd, 

[ Evxeurt Queen, vouthampton, O.. 
ex. Ie this the juſt requital, then, of all 
My patrior't ils and ofi-encounter'd perils, 
Amid th' inclemencies of camps and climes ? 


Whodares not, unpermitted, meet your preſence. | Then be it ſo.—Unwov'd and dauntlets, let me 


He begs, moit gracious qucen, to fall before 
Your royal feet, to clear him to his ſovereign, 


Whom next to Heaven, he withes moſt to pleaſe. 
Let faction load him with her lahouring hand, 


His innocence ſhall rife againſt the weight, 
If but his gracious miſtreſs deign to (mile. 

Q: Let him appear. 
Now to thy trying taſk, 
My ſoul ! put forth, exert thy utmoſt ſtrength, 
Nor let an injur'd queen be tame. —Lie f1i'l, 
My heart! 1 cannot liſten to thee-now. 

Enter Eſl:x and Southampton. 

Eſſex. Forgive, thou injur'd Majeſty, tl;ou beſt 
Ot queens, this ſeeming aiſobedience. Sec, 
I bend ſubmiſſive in your royal preſence, 
With ſoul as penitent, as if Lefore 
Th' all- ſearching eye of Iieav'n. 

frown 

My queen's reſentment wounds my inmoſt ſpirit, 


{ Exit Southampton. 


{ This ſhock of adverſe fortune firmly Rand. 
But yer, methinks, tis foracwitar ſudden too 
My greatneſe, now depriv'd of each ſupport, 
Which bore ſo long it's envy'd weight alofr, 
{ Muft quick to ruin fal, and cruſh my hopes. 
Enter Southampton. 
Sevth. Alas, my Lord! the queen's diſplesſute 
Kindes 
With warmth increaſing; whilſt Lord Burleigh la. 
bours 
T* inflanie her wrath, and make it ſtill burn fiercet. 
Lien. 1 ſcorn the blaze of courts, the pomp of 
' I give chem tothe wirios, and lighter vanity; [ kings; 
| Too long they've robb'd me of ſubſtantial bliſs, 
Or ſolid happineſs, and true enjoyments. 
| But lead me to my mourning love; alas! 


—— — — > > — 


— — — 


But, oh, that Ste finks beneath opprefiing ills ; ſhe fades, 


She dies for my lifting pangs, and ſeeks 
Me, ſorrowing, in the walks of woe. DidſtraQtion! 


Strikes me like death, and pierces through my heat. Oh! lead me to het, to my foul's deſite. 


. You have obey'd, my iord! you've terv'd me 


well! 
My deadly foes are quell'd! and you come home 
A conqueror! Your country bid; vou welcome! 


And I, your queen, applaud!— Friumphant man! 


What! is it thus that Effex gains his laurels? 


What! is it thus you've borne my high com uiſion? 


How durſt you diſregard your truſted duty, 
Deſert your province, and betray your queen ? 


Eſſex, I came to clear my injur'd name ſrom 
Imputed guilt, and ſlanderous accuſations. | guilt,! 
|] know the worſt, and will confront her malice, 
f And bravely bear the unexpected blow. 


My ſhame was wafted in each pailing gale, 
Each ſwelling tide came loaded with my wrongs ; 
And echo ſounded forth, from faction's voice, 
The traitor Eſſex.—Was't not hard, my queen, 
That while I food in danger's dreadful front, 
Encountering death in every ſhape of terror, 
And bleeding for my country —Was't not hard, 
My mortal enemies at home, like cowards, 
Shou'd in my abſerice baſely blaſt my fame? 

9. Itis the godlike attribute of kings 
Ts raiſe the virtuous and prote the brave. 
] was the guardian of your reputation, 


What malice, or what faction then could reach you? 


My honour was expas'd, engag'd for yours; 
But you found reaſon to diſlike my care, 
And to yourſelf aſſum'd the wreſted office, 

E ſſex. If aught diſloyal in this boſom dwells, 
If aught of treaſon lodges in this heart, 
May I to guilt and laſting ſhame be wedded, 
Tire ſport of faction, and the mark of (corn, 


South, Let caution guide you in this dangerous 
Conficer weil, my lord, the conſequence ; [ſiep, 
For ſhould the queen (forbid it Heaven !) di cer 
| Your u pris ate loves, your plig'ited hands, no power 
On earth could ſtep b-tween jou and deſtruction. 

( Enter Burleigh. 

Bur. My lord of Eiſex, tis tre queen's command, 

i That vou forthwith refign your ſtaff of office; 

| And further, ſhe confines you to your palace. 

Eher. Welcome, my fate, Let fortune do her 
utinoſt ; 


Bur. The queen, m) lord, demands your quick 

compliance. 
Fjjex, Go, then, thou glaiſome meſſenger of ill, 
And, joyful, feaſt thy fierce rapacious foul 
With Eſſ-x* ſudden and accompiiſh'd fall. 
The trampled corſe of all his envy'd greatneſs, 
Lies proftrate now beneath thy ſavage feet; 
But till th' exalted ſpirit mounts above thee. 
Go, tell the queen thy own deteſted ſtory: 
Full in her ſight diſcloſe the (naky labyrinths 
[And lurking ſnares you plant in virtue's path, 
To catch integrity's-unguarded ſtep. 

Bur. How ill repaid are public toils and cares! 
Your country has impeaeh'd,your queen accus'd y0uj 
To theſe addreſs your beſt defence, and clear 
Your queſtion'd conduct from diſloyal guilt. 
What anſwer to the queen ſhall I return? 

Efſex, My ſtaff of office 1 from her receiv'ds. - 
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Aud will to her, and her alone, reſign it. 
Bir. This bold refuſal will incenſe the queen. 


oF ESSEX. 


E ſex. Forbear, my only comfort ; 


7 


Oh, tell me not of danger, death, and Burleighz 


This arrogapce will make your guilt the ſtronger. | Let every ſtar ſhed down it's mortal bane 


[E- it. 
wth. Suſtain, my noble friend, thy wonted | 


On my voſhelter'd head: whilſt thus I fold 
Thee in my raptur'd arois; I'll brave em all, 


collect thy fortitude, and ſummon all [ greatneſs; Defy my fate, and meet it's utmoſt rigour, 


Thy ſoo), to bear with ſtrength this cruſhing weight, 
Which falls ſevere upon thee; whilſt my friendihip 
Shall lend a helping hand, and ſhare the burden. 
Iu hence with ſpeed, and to the queen repair, 
And all the power of warmeſt words employ, 

To gain you yet one audience more, and bring 
Ker majeſty to milder thoughts, Fare wel. [Eu it. 


Nut. Alas, my lord! conſider where we are. 
Oh! 'tis the queen's apartment; death is here. 
Each precious moment is by fate beſet, 


An! time ſtands trembling whilſt we thus confer, 


Eſſex. Then, let us hence from this deteſted place 
Ms reſ-a'd ſout diſdains the houſe of greatneſs, 
Where humble honeſty can find no ſhelter, 


Fes, As newly wak'd trom all my areams of From hence we'll fly, where love and virtue call; 


Thule giided viſions of deceittul joys, [ xlory, 
| hand confounded at th' univok'g-tor change, 
And ſcarcely feel this thunder- bolt of fate. 
The painted clouds, which bore my hopes aloft, 
Alas, are now vaniſh'd tv yielding air, 
And am fall'n indeed! 
How weak is reaſon, when affe ction pleas! 
Hor hard to turn the fond, deluded heart, 
From flatt"ring toys, which ſoorh's it's vanity ! 
The {aurell'd trophy, and the loud applauſe, 
The victor's triumph, and the peop:e's gaze; 
The high-hung banner, and recording gold, 
Sbdue me ill, (till cling around my heart, 
And pull my reaſon down. 
Enter Rutland. 

Rut. Oh, let me fly 
Toclaſp, embrace, the lord of my deſires ! 
My ſoul's delight, my utmoſt joy, my huſband ! 
I feel once more his panting boſom beat; 
Once more 1 hold him in my eager arms, 
Behold his face, and loſe my ſoul in rapture. 

Eſerx. Tranſporting bliſs! my richeſt, deareſt 

treaſure! 

My mourning turtle, my long abſent peace, 
0h, come yet nearer, nearer to my heart! 
My raptur'd ſoul ſprings forward to receive thee : 
Thou heav'n on earth, thou balm of all my woe 


Rut. O, ſhall I credit then each raviſh'd ſenſe; | 


Has pitying Heav'n conſented to my prayer ? 
It has, it has ; my Eſſex is return'd ! 

But language poorly ſpeaks the joys J feel; 
Let paſſion paint, and looks expreſs my ſoul, 

Eſſex, With thee, my ſweeteſt comfort II! retire 
From ſplendid palaces, and g:itt'ring tbrongs, 

To live emboſom' d in the ſhades of joy, 

Where ſweet content extends her friendly arms, 
And gives encreafing love a laſting welcome. 
With thee I'll timely fly from proud oppreſſion, 
Forget our ſorrows, and be bleſs'd for ever. 

Rut. O, let us hence, beyond the reach of power; 

Where fortune's hand ſhall never part us mute. 

In this calm ſtate of innocence and joy, 

[ll preſs thee to my throbbing boſom cloſe. 
Ambition's voice ſhall call in vain ; the world, 

The thankleſs world, ſhall never claim thee more, 
And all. thy buſineſs ſhall be love and me. 

Eſſex, The queen incens'd at my return, abandons 
To Cecil's malice, and the rage of faction. [me 
I'm now no more the fav'rite child of fortune : 

y enemies have caught me in the toil, 
Andlite has nothing worth my wiſh, but thee. 

vt, Delufive dream of fancied happineſs ! 
And has my fatal fondneſs then deſtroy d thee ? 
Oh, have I lur'd thee to the deadly ſnare 

J cruel foes have laid? 

dreaded Cecil's malice, and my heart, 

Longing to ſee thee, with impatience, liſten'd 


| 
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Where happineſs invites—that wiſh of all: 

With fweet content enjoy each bliſsful hour, 
Beyond the ſmiles of fraud, or frowns of power. 

[ Exeunt, 


=> 


. 


Enter Burleigh and Nottingham. 
lord, I've ſought you out, with 
much impatience, 
You've had an audience of the queen: what 
follow'd ? 
Bur. Soon as I told her Eſſex had refus'd 
Lo yield his dignities, and ſtaff of office, 
She ſeem'd depriv'd of reaſon for a moment; 
Her working mind betray'd contending paſſions, 
Which, in her alter'd face, appear'd by turns. 
She paus d, like thunder in ſome kindling cloud, 
Then inſtant burſt with dreadful fury forth: 
Let him to the Tow'r.—I inſtantly withdrew, 
But ſoon was countermanded, and deſir'd 
To bring the earl of Eſſex to her preſence. 
like it not; and much I fear, ſhe'll ſtand 
Between this high offender and the laws. 
Net. Is Eſſex then ſecur'd? 
Bur, Madam, he is; 
And now comes guarded to the court. 
Enter Gentleman. 
Gent. Madam, the queen 
Is in her cloſet, and deſires to ſee you. 
Nor. | attend her. 
Bur. She wants, no doubt, to be advis'd by you. 
Improve this fair occaſion, urge it homer 
Net. I know her foible. Eſſex long has had 
An intereſt in her heart, which nothing can 
O'erturn, except his own ungovern'd ſpirit. 
[t is, indeed, the inftrument by which 
We work, and cannot fail, if rightly us'd. 
Bur. Madam, the queen expects you inſtantly, 
| muſt withdraw, and wait the earl's arrival. 


Net * 


LExie. 


{ Exeunt. 
Queen diſcovered. 
Q. II-fated, wretched man! percerſe and ob- 


ſtinate ! 
He counterworks my grace, and courts deſtruction. 
He gives bis deadly foes the dagger to 
Deftroy him, and defeats my friendly purpoſe, 
Which would, by feeming to abandon, ſave him. 
Nor will he «ezp the maſk of prudence n 
' \ moment's hac: - What! muſt I bear this ſcora? 
No: let me all the monarch re- aſſume; 
Fx-rt my power, and be myſelf again. 
35, ill-peforming, diſobeaient heart !— 
Why ſhrink'it thou, fearful, fram thy own reſolve? 

Enter Nottingham. 

Thou com'ſt ia time; I'm much diſturb'd, abus “d, 


did own alarms ; and prudence ſunk beneath 
force of love, „* '» | wats © 


My Nottingham, and.would complain te ches 3 


* 


8 
Of inſolence, neglect, and high contempt. 

Eſſex preſum'd to dictate laws within 

My palace gates. How ſay'ſt thou, Nottingham? 

Net. Surely, my gracious queen, it cannot be 
His heat and paſſion never could impel him 
To take ſo bold a ſtep, to ſuch raſhguilt : 
Methinks his very honour ſhould prevent it. 

2: Thy open, honeſt mind, untutor'd ſeems 
In life's ungrateful and degenerate ſchool; 

Where ſtubborn vice in every form appears, 
Mocking correction's ineffectual rod. 

It is, indeed, an evil hard to bear; 

This haughty man has wanton'd with my grace, 
Abus'd my bounty, and deſpis'd my favours. 
Reſentment, then, ſhall in her turn prevail; 
To angry laws I'll give this victim up. 

Nor. His conduct has, I fear, been too unguarded : 
His haſty temper knows not where to ſtop. 
Ambition is the ſpur of all his actions, 

Which often drives him o'er his duty's limits ; 
(At leaſt, his enemies would have it ſo.) | 
But malice, Madam, ſeldom judges right. 

2: Oh, Nottingham ! his pride is paſt enduring : 
This inſolent, audacious man, forgets - 
His honour and allegiance ;—and refus'd 
To render up his ſtaff of office, here, 
Beneath my very eye. 

Not. Preſumptuous man! 
Your faithful ſubjects will reſent this pride, 
This inſolence, this treaſon to their queen; 
They muſt, my gracious ſovereign.— Tis not ſafe 
To thield bim longer from their juſt reſentment. 
Then give him up to jaſtice and the laws. 

» You ſeem well pleas'd to urge ſeverity. 

Offended majeſty but ſeldom wants 
Such ſharp adviſers — Yet no attribute 
So well befits the exalted ſeat ſupreme, 
And power's diſpofing hand, as clemency. 
Each crime muſt from it's quality be judg'd; 
And pity there ſhou'd interpoſe, where malice 
Is not th' aggreſſor. Hence! I'll hear no more. 

Not. Madam, my ſentiments were well intended; 
Juſtice, not malice, mov'd my honeſt zeal. 

My words were echoes of the public voice, 
Which daily riſes, with repeated cries 
Of high complaint, againft this haughty lord, 
I pity, from my heart, his raſh attempts, 
And much efteem the man. 
Go, Nottingham, 
My mind's diſturb'd, and ſend me Rutland hither. 
[Exir. Not. 
O, vain diſtinction of exalted ſtate ! 
No rank aſcends above the reach of care, 
Nor dignity can ſhield a queen from wot. 
Deſpotic nature's ſtronger ſceptre rules, 
And pain and paſſion in her right prevall. 
Oh, the unpity'd lot, ſevere condition, 
Of ſolitary, ſad, dejected grandevr ! 
Alone condemn'd to bear th* unſocial throb 
Of heart - felt anguiſh, and corroding grief; 
Depriv'd of what, within his homely ſhed, 
The peaſant in affliction finds, 
The kind, condoling comfort of a dear 


Partaking friend. — 
4 Rutland, 
* 


Enter Counteſs 
Rutland, I want thy time 

Counſel. I'm importun'd, and urg'd to puniſh 
But juſtice, ſometimes, has a cruel ſound, 

Eſſex has, . 

No doubt, provek'd my anger, and the laws; 
His haughty conduct calls for ſharp reproof, 

And juſt correction. Yet I think him guiltleſs 
Of ſtudied treaſons, or defign's rebellion. 


Txzx EARL or ESSEX: 


Then tell me, Rutland, what the world reports 
What cenſure ſays of his unruly deeds, ö 
Rut. The world, with envy's eye beholds his md 
Madam, tis malice all, and falſe report, Int 
I know his noble heart, tis fill'd with tonour 
No trait'rous taint has touch'd his generous ſoy! 
His grateful mind till glows with pure affection; 
And all his thoughts are loyalty and you, f 
I grant yqu, Rutland, all you ſay, and think 
The earl poſſe(s'd of many ſolendid virtues, 
What pity tis, he ſhould afford his foes 
Such frequent, ſad occafions to undo him ! 
Rut. What human heart can, unaftiited, beat 
Such manly merit in diſtreſs: beſet 
By crvel foes, and faction's ſavage cry ? 
My good, my gracious miſtreſs, ſtretch, betimes, 
Your ſaving arm, and ſnatch him from deſtruQior 
From deadly malice, treachery, and Cecil, 
O, let him live, to clear his conduct up 
% y gracious queen, he'll nobly earn your bounty, 
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I think him honeſt too, but raſh and headſtrong. 
I gladly would preſerve him from his foes, 
And therefore am reſolv'd onc: more to ſee him. 

Rut. Oh, 'tis a godlike thought, and Heay' 

itſelf 
Inſpires it. Sure ſome angel moves your heart, 
Your royal heart, to pity and forgiveneſs. 
This gracious deed ſhall ſhine in future ſtory, 
And deck your annals with the brighteſt viitue; 
Poſterity ſhall praiſe the princely act, 
And ages yet to come record your goodneſs. 

2. I'll hear no more Muſt I then learn from yo 
To know my province, and be taught to move, 
As each deſigning mind direQs? Leave me. 

Rut. Her frowns are dreadful, and her eye looks 

terror. 
I tremble for my Eſſex. Save him, Heav'n! [ Exit 

Q. Her warmth has touch'd me home, M 

jealous heart, 


My fearful and ſuſpicious ſoul's alarm'd. 9. He 
Enter Burleigh, Raleigh, and others. t diſtan 
Buy. The earl of Eſſex waits your royal will, Eſex 


9. Let him approach---And now, once matt, 
ſupport 
Thy dignity, my ſoul ; nor yield thy greatneſs 
To ſtrong uſurping paſſion---But, he comes, 
Enter Eſſex, Southampton, Guards. 
Eſſex. Permitted thus to bend, with — 
heart, Kaul. 
Before your ſacred majeſty; I come, 
With every grateful ſenſe of royal favour, 
Deeply engrav'd within my conſcious ſoul. 


©. I ſent my orders for your Raff of office, » bount 
Eſſex. Madam, my envy'd dignities and honout But you 

I firſt from your own royal hand receiv's ; hat ho 

And therefore juſtly held it far beneath me 18 2 

yond & 


To yield my trophies, and exalted power, 
So dearly purchas'd in the field of glory, 
To hands unworthy. No, my gracious queen, 
I meant to lay them at your royal feet; 
Where life itſelf à willing victim falls, 
If you command. f 
9. High ſwelling worde, my ford, but iN fi 
The place of deeds, and-duty'sjuft demand. 
In danger's onſet, and the day of trial, 
Convictioa ſtill en acting worth attend; 


Whilſt mere profeſſions are by doubts encumber d 
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Ife. My deeds have oft declar'd, in danger's 
How far my duty and my valour lead me. {| front, 
Allegiance ſtill my thirſt of glory fir'd, 


4nd all my bravely gather'd, envy'd laurels, 
Vere purchas'd only to adorn my queen, - 
9, Your guilty ſcorn of my intruſted power, 
When with my mortal foes you tamely dally'd, 
y hardy rebels brav'd, you poorly ſought 
A(errile pauſe, and begg'd a ſhameful truce, 
Gould Efſex thus, ſo meanly compromiſe, 
4rd loſe the harveſt of a plenteous glory, 
I, idle treaties, and ſuſpicious parly? 5 
Eſex. Oh, deadly ſtroke! My life's the deſtin'd 
mark. 
The poiſon'd ſhaft has drunk my ſpirits deep. 
It come to this? Conſpire with rebels! Ha! 
I: ſerv'd you, Madam, with the utmoſt peril, 
And ever glory'd in th' illuſtrious danger; 
Where famine fac'd me with her meagre mien, 
And peſtilence and death brought up her train. 
I've fought your battles, in deſpite of nature, 
Where ſeaſons ſicken'd, and the clime was fate. 
My power to parly, or to fight, I had 
From youz the time and circumſtance did call 
Aloud for mutual treaty and condition; 
For that I ſtand a guarded felon here—a traitor, 
Hemm'd in by villains, and by flaves ſurrounded. 
9. Shall added inſolence, with creſt audacious, 
Her front uplift againſt the face of power. 
Think not that injur'd majeſty will bear 
Such arrogance uncheck'd, or unchaſtis'd. 
No public truſt becomes the man, who treads, 
With ſcornful ſteps, an honour's ſacred path, 
dd ſtands at bold defiance with his duty. 
Eher. Away with dignities and hated truſt, 
Wich flattering honours, and deceitful power! 
avert th* eternal rules of right and juſtice; 
Let villains thrive, and out- caſt virtue periſh ; 
t ſlaves be rais'd, and cowards have command. 
ike, take your gaudy trifles back, thoſe baits 
f vice, and virtue's bane—'Tis clear my queen, 
yroyal miſtreſs, caſts me off; nay, joins 
ith Cecil to deſtroy my life, and fame. 
9. Preſuming wretch ! Audacious traitor ! 
Eſſex, Traitor! | . 
Hence from my fight, ungrateful ſlave, and 
t diſtance to revere your queen. [learn 
Eſex. Yes; let 
Me fly beyond the limits of the world, 
\nd nature's verge, from proud oppreſſion far, 
from malice, tyranny, from courts, from you. 
Traitor! villain ! [ Strikes him. 
£ſſex, Confufion ! what, a blow! 
Kefirain, good Heay'n! down, down, thou rebel 
paſſion, 
nd, judgment, take the reins. Madam, tis well 
our ſoldier falls degraded. 
His glory's tarniſh'd, and his fame undone. 
O, bounteous recompepce from royal hands! 
But you, ye implements, beware, beware, 
hat honour wrong'd, and honeſt wrath can act. 
* What would the imperious traitor do? My 
Beyond thy wretched purpoſe ſtands ſecure, [life 
o, learn at leiſure what your deeds deſerve, 
\nd tremble at the vengeance you provoke. 
[ Exeunt all but Eſſex and Southampton. 
k Eher. Diſgrac'd and ſtruck | Damnation! Death 
Pevenge! Revenge! [were glorious. 
6 Alas, my friend! what would 
rage attempt? Conſider well the great 
"vantage now your raſh, ungovern'd temper, 
erde your foes. The queen, incens'd, will let 
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Eſſex. Has honeſt pride no juſt reſentment left? 
Nor injur'd honour feeling? Not revenge 
High Heaven ſhall hear, and earth regret my wrongs. 
Hot indignation burns within my ſoul. 
I'll do ſome dreadful thing—l know not what! 
Some detd as horrid as the ſhame I feel, 
Shall ſtartle nature, and alarm the world. 
Then hence, like lightning, let me furious fly, 
To hurl deſtruction at my foes on high; 
Pull down oppreſſion from it's tyrant ſeat, 
Re deem my glory, or embrace my fate. 


— „ 
W. 


Enter Queen and Nottingham. 
2. OT taken yet! 

Not. No, Madam; for the earl 
Of Etflex, leagu'd with deſperate friends, made 
And obſtinate reſiſtance; till, at length, ſſtrong 
O'erpower'd by numbers, and increaſing force, 
He fled for ſhelter to a ſmall retreat, 
A ſummer-houſe upon the Thames; reſolv'd 
To periſh, rather than ſubmit to power. 
Q. Oh, where ſhall majeſty beſtow it's favours, 
Since Eſſex has a traitor proy'd to me, 
Whoſe arm hath rais'd him up to power and greatneſs; 
Whoſe heart hath ſhar'd in all his ſplendid triumphs, 
And feels, e'en now, his trait'rous deeds with pity? 
But hence with pity, and the woman's pangs; 
Reſentment governs, and the queen ſhall puniſh, 

Enter Burleigh. 

Bur. Illuſtrious queen, the traitors all are ſeiz'd. 
Th' intelligence was true. Their black debates 
Were held at Drury-houſe. The dire reſult 
Was this: that Eſſex ſhould alarm the citizens 
To open mutiny, and bold rebellion. 

Their purpoſe was to ſeize your royal palace, 

And ſacred perſon; but your faithful people, 

As by one mind inform'd, one zeal inſpir'd, 

Roſe up at once, and with their virtue quell'd them. 

D. Thanks to their honeſt, to their loyal hearts, 
But ſay, were any perſons elſe concern'd, 

Of high diſtinRion, or of noted rank? 
Bur. Yes, Madam, many more, ſeduc'd of late, 


[E xeunt, 


* 


Mong whom the bold Southampton foremoſt ſtands, N 


They're now our pris“ ners, and are ſafe ſecur'd; 


| But Eſſex, with Southampton, and the reſt 


Of greater note, I would not dare diſpoſe of 
Without your royal mandate; and they now 
Attend without, to know your final pleaſure. 
A Is this the juſt return of all my care; 
My anctious toilſome days, and watchful nights ? 
Have I ſent forth a wiſh, that went not freighted 
With all my people's good? Or, have I life, 
Or length of days deſir'd, but for their ſake ? 
The public good is all my private care, 
Then could I think this grateful iſle 
Contain'd one traitor's heart? But, leaſt of all, 
That Efſex' bre aſt ſhould lodge it? Call the monſter, 
And let me meet this rebel face to face. 
Do you withdraw, and wait within our call, 
[ Exit Burleigh, &c. 

Enter Eſſex, | 
You ſeg we dare abide your dang'rous preſence, 
Tho' treaſon fits within your heart enthron'd, 
And on that brow rebellion lours, where cace 
| Such boaſted loyalty was ſaid to Rouriih. 
How low the traitor can degrade the ſoldier |! 
Guilt glares in conſcious dye upon thy cheek, 
And inward horror trembles in thine eye. 


fury looſe.—I gread the dirt event, 


How _— is fraud! How baſe ingratitude ! 


% 
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Eſſex. Forbear reproach, thou injur'd majeſty, Whatever coldneſs I put on, was meant 
Nor wound, with piercing looks, a heart already | To ſave you from the malice of your foes, ['e 
With anguiſh torn, and bleeding with remorſe, {I judg'd your crimes, what you yourſelf pronounc 


Your awful looks, alone, are arm'd with death, | The raſh effect of an intemp'rate zeal, 


And juſtice gives them terror. Eſſe-. Was ever wretch like Eſſex th 
9. Hapleſs man! thee * By — in exceſs, and laviſh'd — f 
What cauſe could prompt, what fiend could urge Oh, I could tear my erring heart, with theſe 
To this ceteſted deed ? Could I from thee Revenging hands !-- What bleflings have 1 loſt! 
Expect to meet this baſe return? from thee, What clemency abus'd —Now could 1 with 
To whom I ought to fly, with all the confidence For lengthen'd life—indeed, for endleſs years, 
That giving bounty ever could inſpire, ' | A whole eternity's too ſhort, to ſhew 
Or ſe-ming gratitude and worth could promiſe ? My pious ſorrows, and atone my folly, 
Eſex. Alas! I own my crimes, and feel my] N. My lord, I would convince you that I 011 
treaſons; * | Regard your life, and labour to preſerve it; 
They preis me down beneath the reach of pity, But cannot fcreen you from a public trial. 
Deſpair alone can fhicld me from myſelf. With prudence make your beſt defence: but ſhoul 
Oh, let the little ſpace 1 live be curs d Severity her iron juriſdiction 
With countleſs woes; let death, unpitied, come; Extend too far, and give thee up condemn'd 
If all my life can feel, or fame can ſuffer, To angry laws, thy queen will not forget thee, 
Can ſerve to mitigate my queen's diſpleaſure, Yet, leſt you then ſhou'd want a faithful friend, 
Q. My pride forbids me to approach thee more ; | (For friends will fly you in the time of need) 
My pity, rather, would relieve thy ſorrow. | Here, from my finger, take this ring, a pledge 
The people's ciamours, and my ſpecial {afety, | Of mercy ; having this, you ne'er ſhall need 
Call loud for juſtice, and demand your life. An advocate with me; for whenſac'er 
But if forgivenels ſrum au injur'd queen | ! You give, or ſend it back, by Heav'n, I ſwear, 
Can make the few ſhort hours you live more eaſy, | As | do hope for mercy on my ſoul, 
I give it freely from my pitying heart; That I will grant whatever boon you aſk. 
And wiſh my willing power could grant chee more. | Efjex. Oh, grace ſurp:izing! moſt amazing 
Eſſex. Oh, ſounds angelic ! goodneſs undelerv'd! | goodneſs ! 
My ſwelling heatt can keep no bounds, my foul j Words cannot paint the tranſports of my ſoul. 
Flowso'er,—And will my gracious queen forgive me? | Let me receive it on my grateful knees, 
Oh, let me proitrate thus before you fell, At once to thank and bleſs the hand that gives it, 
My better angel, and my guardian genius ! 9, Depend, my lord, on this; twixt you and me 
Permit me, royal miſtreſs, to announce | | This ring ſhall be a private mark of faith 
My faithful ſentiments, my ſoul's true dictates; [ Gives the ring, 
Vouchſafe your Eſſex but this one requeſt, Inviolate. Be confident, chear up, 
This only boon, he'll thank you with h# laſt, Diſpel each melancholy fear, and truſt 
His dyiag breath, and bleſs you in his pallage. Your ſovereign's promiſe; ſhe will ne'er forſake you, 
Q. Riſe, my lord, Eſſex. Let Providence diſpoſe my lot as "twill, 
If aught you have to offer can allay May watchful angels ever guard my queen; 
Your wocs, and reconcile you to your fate, May healing wiſdom in her counſels reign, 
Proceed ;—and I with patient ear will liften. And firm fidelity ſurround her throne ; 
Eſſex. My real errors, and my ſeeming crimes, May victory her dreaded banners bear, 
Would weary mercy, and make goodneis poor: And joyful conqueſts crown her ſoldier's brow; 
And yet the ſource of all my greateſt fault, L-t every bliſs be mingled in her cup, 
Was loyalty miſled, and duty in extreme. And Heaven at laſt become her great reward. | E ci. 
So jealous was my ſanguine heart, fo warm | N. *Tis done; 
Affection's zeal, I could not bear the leaſt And yet foreboding tremors ſhake ra heart, 
Suipicion of my duty to my queen. Something ſits heavy here, and prefies down 
This drove me from my high command in lieland; | My fpirits with it's weight. What can it mean“ 
This, too, impe!!'d me to that rude behaviour Suppoſe he is condemn'd ; my royal word 
V/ lich juſtly urg's tue ſhame ful blow I felt; is plighted for his life ; his enemies, 
Ard this (O, fatal zathueſe !) made me think No doubt, will cenſure much. No matter; Jet 9% 
My queen had given her Eſſex up, @ victim | know him honeſt, and deſpiſe their malice. 
To ſtateſmen's ſchemes, and wicked policy. Enter Counteſs of Rutland, 
Stung by that piercing thought, my madneſs flew Rut. Whereis the queen ? I'll tail before her feet 


Beyond all bounds, and now, alas! hs brought me | Proftrate, implore, beſiege her royal heart, 

To this moſt hameful fall, and, what's ſtill warle,, And force her to forgive. 

Ay own veptoaches, and my queen's diſpleaſure. : What means this frenzy? : 
9. Unhappy man! My vie, ding ſoul is touch'd,' Rat. Oh, gracious queen, if ever pity touch'd 

And pity picads thy cauſe within my breaſt. Your generous breaſt, let not the cruel axe 
Eſſex. Siy but, my graciuus lovereign, ere I go | Deſtroy his precious life 3 preſerve my Lilex, 

For ever from your preſence, that you think me | My life, my hope, my joy, my huſband. * 

Guil:leſs of all attempts «gainft vour throne, 2. Huſband ! What ſudden deadly blow is this: 


And ſacred liſe. Your faithful Eſſex ne'er Hold up, my ſoul, nor fink beneath this wound. 
Could harbour in his breaſt ſo foul a thought. | You beg a traitor's life 
Bellie it not, my queen. By Heav'n, I ſwear, Rut. Oh, gracious queen! 
When .n ty higheſt pitch of glory rais'd, He ever ov -was ever faithful, brave— 
"Che ſplevdl n»n of fortune's brighteſt ſunſhine, | If nature dwells about your heart, ch. tan „ 
Not ages of rowwwn could yield me halt Me not! My lord! my love! my huibane bleeds* 
The jay, nor make my life fo greatly bleſt, 2; Take her away. 
As lavinz yours, tho for a fingle hour. Rut. Here on this ſpot I'll fix, 

2. My lord, I think you honeſt,” Nay, I own, Here loſe all ſeaſe. Still let me ſtreteh theis u. 
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herorable queen, he yet may live. 
0b, give him to my poor afflifted heart? 
One pitying look, to ſave me from diſtraction. 

2. I'll hear no more. I'm tortur'd—take her 

hence. 

Rut. Nay, force me not away—Inhuman wretches! 
0h, mercy, mercy ! Then to thee, good Heav'n, 
(My queen, my cruel queen, denies to hear me) 

To thee I call, to thee for mercy bend. 

Melt down her boſom's frozen ſenſe to feel 

Some portion of my deadly grief, my fell 
Ditraftion, Turn, oh! turn, and ſee a wife, 
Atortur'd wife⁊xäk — 

9, Why am I not obey'd ? 

Nut. Nay, do not thus 
Abandon me to fell deſpair. Juſt Heaven, 

That ſees my ſorrows, will avenge the wrong, 
Thiscruel wrong, this barbarous tyranny. | Forced f. 

2. Wedded to Rutland! Moſt unhappy pair 
And, oh, ill fated queen! Never till now 
Did ſorrow ſettle in my heart it's throne. 

Now black deſpair it's cloudy curtain draws 

Around thy ſetting peace, where joy alas 

No more ſhall dawn, nor ſmiling hope return. 
Recal my pledge of ſafety from his hands, 

And give him up to death !-—But life or death 
To me is equal now. 

UVnloppy Rate, where peace ſhall never come! 

One fatal moment has confirm'd my doom, 

Turn'd all my comfort to inteſtine ftrife, 

And fill'd with mortal pangs, my future life, [ Exit. 
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Enter Raleigh, and Lieutenant of the Totver. 


Ral. HEIR peers, with much indulgence, 
heard their plea, 
And gave them ample ſcope for their defence ; 
But nought avail'd, their crimes were too notorious, 
They bore their ſentence with becoming ſpirit; 
And here's the royal mandate for their deaths. 
The lady Nottingham !— What brings her hither ? 
Enter Lady Nottingham. 

Mt. Lieutenant, lead me to the earl of Eſſex, 

I bring a meſſage to him from the queen. 


Lies, He's with his friend, the brave Southamp- 


ton, Madam, 
Preparing now for his expected fate. 
But I'll acquaint his lordſhip with your . 
Exit. 

Ral. What means this meſſage? Does the queen 

relent ? 

Net. I fear the does: 

Go you to court, fat Cecil there expects you. 
I've promis'd to acquaint him with what paſſes 
Twixt me and Eſſex, e'er I ſee the queen. 

Ral. Madam, I go. 

Met. Now, vengeance, ſteel my heart! 
Offended woman, whilft her pride remains, 
To malice only and revenge will bow ; 

And every virtue at that altar ſacrifice. 

But ſee, he comes, with manly ſorrow clad. 

There was a time, that preſence cou'd ſubdue 

My pride, and melt my heart to gentle pity. 

then could find no Joy but in his ſmiles ; 

And thought him lovely as the ſummer's bloom : 

But all his beauties are now hateful grown. 
Fer Eſſex. 


Exit. 
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May aught preſage to my affli ted heart, 

Sure mercy only from thoſe iips ſhould flow, 

And grace be utter'd from that friendly tongue. 

Not, My lord, I'm glad you think me fill your 

friend, 
come not to upbraid but ſerve you now; 
And pleas'd I am to be the meſlenger 
Of ſuch glad tidinzs, in the day of trouble, 
As now I bring you, When the queen had heard 
That by the lords yoa were condemn'd to die, 
She ſent me, in her mercy, here to know 
If you had auvght to offer that might move 
Her royal clemeney to ſpare your life. 

Eſſex. Could any circumſtance new luſtre add 
To my dread ſovereign's goodneſs, tis the making 
The kind, the generous Nottinghamit's meſſenger. 
— Madam ! cou'd my glowing heart #xor:{s 
It's grateful ſentiments, 'twou'd ſprak ſuchlangusge 
As angels utter, when they praiſe their Maker. 

Not. Tis well my lord; butthere's no time to ſpare, 
The queen impatient waits for my return. 

Lex. My heart was wiſhing for ſome faithfut 

friend, 
And bounteous Heav'n hath ſent thee ro my hope. 
Know then, kind Nottingham, for now I truit 
Thee with the deareſt ſecret of my lite, 
"Tis not long ſince the queen {who well for-ſaw 
To what the malice of my fues wou'd drive me) 
Gave me this ring, this ſacred pledge of mercy ; 
And with it, made a ſolemn vow to Heay'n, 
That, whenſoever 1 ſhould give or ſend 
It back again, ſhe'd freely grant whate'er 
Requeſ I then ſhou'd make. 

Not. Give, give it me, 

My lord, and let me fly on friendihip's wings, 
To bear it to the queen, and to it add 
My prayers and influence to preſerve thy life. 

Eſſex. Oh, take it then—it is the pledge of life, 
The precious ſpring that drives my vital ſtream 
Around, and keeps my heart ſtill warm : 

Oh, ir is my dear Southampton's 
Laſt, laſt remaining ſtay, his thread of being, 
Which more than worlds I prize.—O, take it then, 
Take it, thou guardian angel of my life, 
And offer up the incenſe of my pray'r ! 
Oh, beg, intreat, implore her majeſſy, 
| From public ſhame, and ignominious death, 
And from th' obdurate axe, to ſave my friend. 
Net. My lord, with all the powers that nature 

gave, 
| And friendſhip can inſpire, I'll urge the queen 
To grant you your requeſt, 

Eſſex. Kind Nottingham, 
Your pious offices ſhall ever be 
My fervent theme; and it my doubtful ſpan 
Relenting Heaven ſhould ſtretch to years remote, 
Each paſſing hour ſha!l ſtil} remind my thoughts, 
And tell me that I owe my all to thee, 
My friend ſhall thank you, too, for lengthen'd life. 
And now I fly with comfort to his arms, 
To let him know the mercy that you bring. [ Exis. 
SCENE, tbe Court. 
Enter Queen and Burleigh. 

. Ha! is not Nottingham return'd ? 

Hur. No, Madam. 

9. Diſpatch a ſpeedy meſſenger to haſte her. 
My agitated heart can find no reſt, 

E near the brink of fate - unhappy man ! 
| Enter Nottingham. 
How now, my Nottingham, whatnews from Eſſex? 


Eſer. Whether you bring me death or life 1 know | What ſays the earl ? 


nor, 


But if riet friendſhip and remembrance paſt 


Net. 1 wiſh, with all my foul, 


Th' ungrateful taſk had been another's let. 
B 2 
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I dread to tell it—=Loſt, ill-fated man: 
2. What means this myſtery, this ſtrange be- 
haviour ? 

Pronounce—declare at once; what ſaid the earl? 
Not. Alas, my queen, I fear to ſay; his mind 
Is in the ſtrangeſt mood, that ever pride 4 
On blackeſt thoughts begot. He ſcarce would ſpeak; 

And when he did, it was with ſullenneſs, 
With haſty tone, and dowa-caft look. 

9. Amazing! 
Not feel the terrors of approaching death! 
Nor yet the joyful dawn of promis'd life ! 

Not. He rather ſeem'd inſenſible to both, 
And with a cold indifference heard your offer; 
Till warming up, by flow degrees, reſentment 
Began to ſwell his reftle(s, haughty mind, 
And proud diſdain provok'd him to exclaim 
Aious, againſt the partial power of fortune, 
And faction's rage. I begg'd him to conſider 
His f:d condition, nor repulſe with ſcorn 
The only hand that could preſerve him. 

Ha | . 

What! Said he nothing of a private import? 
No circumſtance—no piedge—no ring? 

Not. None, Madam, 
But with contemptuous front diſelaĩm'd at once 
Your proffer'd grace; and ſcorn'd, he ſaid, a lite 
Upon ſuch terms beſtow d. 

Q; Impoſſible! 
Could Eſſex treat me thus? You baſely wrong him, 
And wreſt his meaning from the purpos'd point. 
Recal betimes the horrid words you've utter'd; 
Confeſs, and own the whole you've ſaid was falſe. 

Not. Madam, by truth, and duty both compell'd, 
Againſt the pleadings of my pitying ſoul, 
I muſt declare ( Heav'nknows with what reluctance) 
That never pride inſulted mercy more. 
He ran o'er all the dangers he had paſt ; 
His mighty deeds, his ſervice to the ſtate; 
Accus'd your majeſty of partial leaning 
To favourite lords, to whom he falls a ſacrifice; 
Appeals tojuſtice, and to future times, 
How much he feels from proud oppreſſion's arm: 
Nay, ſomething too he darkly hinted at, 
Of jealous diſappointment, and revenge. 

Q. Eternal filence ſeal thy venom'd lips! 
What haſt thou utter'd, wretch, to rouze at once 
A whirlwind in my ſoul, which roots up pity, 


And deſtroys my peace ? 


Let him this inſtant to the block be led. [ Exit. Not. 
Upbraid me with my fatal fondneſs for him 
Ungrateful, barbarous ruffian ! Oh, Elizabeth ! 
Remember now thy long eſtabliſh'd fame, 
Thy env'd glory, and thy father's ſpirit. 
Accuſe me of injuſtice too, and cruelty ] 
Yes, I'll this inſtant to the Tower, forget 
My regal ſtate, and to his face confront him! 
Confound th' audacious villain with my preſence, 
And add new terrors to th' uplifted axe. Exit. 
SCENE, the Tower. 
Eſſex and Southampton diſcovered, 

Eſfſ:x. Oh, name it not! my friend ſhall live, he 
] know her royal mercy, and her goodneſs, [ ſhall; 
Will give you back to life, to length of dxys, 
And me to honour, loy\lty, and truth. 
Death is ſtill diſtant far. 

South. In life's firſt ſpring | 
Our green affections grew apace and proſper'd ; 
The genial ſummer ſwell'd our joyful hearts, ö 
Jo meet and mix each growing truitful wiſh, 
We're now embark'd upon that ſtormy flood 
Where all the wiſe and brave are gone before us, 
Exe fince the birth of time, to micet eternity. 


And what is death, did we conſider right? 

Shall we, who ſought him in the paths of terror 

And fac'd him in the dreadful walks of war, 

Shall we aſtoniſh'd ſhrink, like frighted infants 

And ſtart at ſcaffolds, and their gloomy trappings? 
Eſſex, Vet tilt I truſt long years remain 

friendſhip. 

Let ſmiling hops drive doubt and fear away, 

And death be baniſh'd far, where creeping age, 

Diſeaſe and care, invite him to their dwelling, 

| feel aſſurance riſe within my breaſt, 


| That all will yet be well. 


South. Count not on hope 
We never can take leave, my friend, of life, 
On nobler terms. Life! what is life? A ſhadow! 
It's date is but th' immediate breath we draw; 
Nor have we ſurety for a ſecond gale; 
Ten thouſand accidents in ambutk lie 
For the embody'd dream. 
A frail and fickle tenement it is, 
Which like the brittle glaſs that meaſures time, 
Is often broke, ere half it's ſands are run. 
Eſſex. Such cold philoſophy the heart diſdains, 
And friendſhip ſhudders at th- moral tale, 
My friend, the fearful precipice is paſt, 
And danger date not meet us more. Fly ſwift, 
Ye better angels, waft the welcome idings 
Of pardon to my friend; of life and joy. 
Enter Lieutenant, 
Lieu. I grieve to be the meſſenger of woe, 
But muſt, my lords, intreat you to prepare 
For inſtant death, Here is the royal mandate 
That orders your immediate execution. 
Eſſex. Immediate execution — What, ſo ſudden! 
No meſſage from the queen, or Nottingham? 
Lieu. None, Sir. 
Eſſex. Deluded hopes! Oh, worſe than death! 
Perfidious queen, to make a mock of life ! 
My friend, my friend deſtroy'd! Oh, piercing 
thought! 
Oh, diſmal chance—In my deſtruction ruin'd! 
In my ſad fall undone! Why could not mine, 
My life atone for both; my blood appeaſe? 
Can you, my friend, forgive me? 
Scuth. Yes, O yes, 
My boſom's better half, I can. With thee 
I'll gladly ſeek the coaſt unknown, and leave 
The leſſening mark of irkſome life behind. 
With thee, my friend, tis joy to die! tis glory; 
For who would wait the tardy ſtroke of time, 
Or cling, like reptiles, to the verge of being, 
When we can bravely leap from life at once, 
And ſpring triumphant in a friend's embrace ? 
Enter Raleigh. 
Ral. To you, my lord Southampton, from the 
queen 
A pardon comes: your life her mercy ſpares. 
Eſſex, For ever bleſt be that indulgent power 
Which ſaves my friend! This weight ta'en off, my 
ſoul 
Shall upward ſpring, and mingle with the bleſt. 
South. All-ruling heavens, can this, can this be 
juſt? 
Support me; hold, ye raining heart-ſtrings, hole, 
And keep my ſinking frame from diſſolution. 
Oh, *tis roo much for mortal ſtrength to bear, 
Or thought to ſuffer ! No, I'll die with thee. 
They ſhall not part us, Eſſex. 
Eſſex. Live! oh, live, ; 
Thou nobleſt, braveſt, beſt of men and friends, 
Whilft life is worth thy wiſh, till time and thou 
Agree to part, and nature ſend thee to me; 


| Thou gen'rous ſoul, farewel z=live and be hapP!! 
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4nd, ch! may life make largely up to thee | 
Whatever bleſſing fate has thus cut off 
From thy departing friend. 

Lieu. My lord, my warrant 
guictly forbids to grant a moment's time. 

Swth. Oh, muſt we part for ever?—Cruel 
Wilt thou then tear him hence? fortune ! 
Let me cling round thy ſacred perſon ſtill, 

Still claſp thee to my boſom cloſe, and keep 
Stern fate at diſtance. FN 
Eſſex. Oh, my friend, we'll meet 
in where virtue finds a juſt reward, 
Where factious malice never more can reach us. 

Recal thy reaſon, be thyſelf once more 
| fear it not.— This hideous monſter, death, 

When ſeen at diſtance ſhocks weak natyre's eye; 
But reaſon, as it draws more near, defies it 

| thank thy ſorrows, but cqu'd ſpare em now. 

| need not bid thee guard my fame from wrongs : 
And, oh! a dearer treaſure to thy care 

| truſt, than either life or fame—my wiſe, 

Her bitter ſorrows, pierce my ſoul; for her 

My heart drops blood — Oh, fhe'll want a friend. 
Then take her to thy care; do thou pour balm 

On her deep-wounded ſpirit, and let her find 


My tender helps in thee.— I muſt be gone, 


My ever faithful, and my gallant friend. 
| pr'ythee, leave this woman's work, —Farewel—— 
Take this laſt, dear embrace.—Farewel for ever 
Seutb. My burſting breaſt !--[ fain would ſpeak, 
Are poor——Farewel! [but words 
But we ſhall meet again, embrace in one 
Eternal band, which never ſhall be loos d. [ Exit. 
Eſſex. To death's concluding ſtroke, lead on, 
lieutenant. 
My wife Now reaſon, fortitude, ſupport me; 
For now, indeed, comes on my ſoreſt trial. 
Enter — of Rutland, 
Oh, thou laſt, dear reſerve of fortune's malice! 
For fate can add no more—Oh, com'ſ thou then, 
In this dread hour, when all my ſtraining thoughts 
Are ſtruggling in the tendereſt ties of nature! 
Oh, com'ſt thou now t' arreſt my parting ſoul, 
And force it back to liie ! 
Rut. Thou ſole delight, 
Thou only joy which life cou'd ever give, 
Or death deprive me of; my wedded lord; 
I come, with thee determin'd to endure 
The utmoſt rigour of our angry ſtars; 
To join thee, fearleſs, in the graſp of death, 
And ſeek ſome dwelling in a world beyond it. 
__ Too much, thou partner of this diſmal 
our, 
Thy gen'rous foul would prompt thee to endure; 
Nor can thy tender, trembling heart, ſuſtain it, 
Long years of bliſs remain in ſtore for thee 
And ſmiling Time his treaſures ſhall unfold 
To bribe thy ſtay. 
Rut, Thou cruel comforter ! 
Alas! what's life, what's hated life to me? 
Alas! this univerſe, this goodly frame, 
Shall all as one contigued curſe appear, 
And every object blaſt, when thou art gone. 
Eſex. Oh, ftrain not thus the little ſtrength 
I've left, 
The weak ſupport that hol is up life, to bear 
A few ſhort moments more, it's weight of woe, 
lt's loſs of thee, Oh, turn away thoſe eyes, 
Nor with that look melt down my fix'd reſolve 
And yet a little longer let me gaze 
On that lov'd form. Alas! 1 feel my ſight 
Grows dim, and reaſon from her throne retires ; 


For pity's ſake, let go my breaking heart, 
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And leave me to my fate, 
Rut. Why wilt thou fill 
Of parting talk, ſince life it's thouſand gates 
Unbars to let us through together ? 
Oh, that the friendly hand of Neav'n would ſnatch 
Us both at once, above the diſtant ſtars, 
Where fortune's venom'd ſhafts can never pierce, 
Nor cruel queen's deſtroy !—— 
Eſſex. The awful Searcher, whoſe impartial eye 
Exvlores the ſecrets of each human heart, 
And every thought ſurveys, can witneis for me, 
How cloſe thy image clings around my ſoul: 
Retardseach riſing wiſh, and draws me back 
To life, entangled by that lov'd idea. 
When ſell neceſſity thoſe ties ſhall break, 
For quickly break they muſt when I from earth 
On Faith's white angel wings to heaven ſhall ſoar, 
Thy laſting form ſhall ſtill my mind poſſeſs, 
Where bliſs ſupreme each faculty o'erwhelms 
And raptur'd angels glow. - | 
Lieu. My lord, it now grows late. 
Eſjcx. Lead on. , 
Rut. Stay, ſtay, my love! my deareſt, dying lord! 
Ah, whither wouldſt thou go? Ah, do not leave me! 
Alas! I'll haſten to attend your flight; . 
And nature gives conſent we ſhould not part, 
I feel each faculty for fate prepare, , 
And my quicl: ſoul wou'd fain ſet out before you. 
| [ Faints. 
Eßer. Thou ſinking excellence! thou matchleſs 
woman |! 
Shall fortune rob me of thy dear embrace, 
Or earth's whole power, or death divide us now ! 
Stay, ſtay, thou ſpotleſs, injur'd ſaint, and take 
Lieu. My lord, already you have been indulg'd 
Beyond what I can warrant by my orcers. 
| Eſſex. Oh, let me on her dying boſom fall, 
Embrace her ſpotleſs form,—-One moment more 
Afford me to my ſorrows. —— Oh, look there! 
Cou'd bitter anguiſh pierce your heart, like mine, 
You'e pity now the mortal pangs I feel, 
The throbs that tear my vital ſtrings away, 
And rend my,agonizing ſoul. —— 

Lieu My lord 

Eſſex. But one ſhort moment, and I will attend. 
Ye ſacred miniſters that virtue guard, 6 
And ſhield the righteous in the paths of peril, 
Reſtore her back to life, and lengthen'd years 
Of joy; ery up her bleeding ſorgows all: 
Oh, cancel from her thoughts this diſmal hour, 
And blot my image from her ſad remembrance. 
"Tis dONe.,mm— 
And now, ye trembling cords of life give way; 
Nature and time, let go vour hold; eiernity 
Demands me. Exeunt Eſſex and Lieutenant. 

Rut. Where has my loſt benighted ſoul been 

wand'ring? 6 
What means this miſt that hangs about my mind? 
Through which refleQion's painful eye diſcerns 
Impe:te& forms, and horrid ſhapes of woe. 
The cloud diſpels, the ſhades withdraw, and all 
My dreadful fate appears.—Oh, where's my lord, 
My life! my Eſſex! Oh, whithcr have they ta'en 
him? 
Enter Queen and Attendants, 

Q. To execution! Fly with lightning's wing, 
And fave him. [Exit one of the attendants. 

Rut. Thou ſaving angel, ſent from Heaven! my 
My gracious queen, [ queen, 
O ſnatch him from the blow ! 
Preſerve my huſband ! 
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Rut. "Tis mercy's voice that ſpeaks. 

My Eilex ſhall again be mine, My queen, 

My bounteous, gracious queen, has laid the word, 

May troops of angels guard thy ſacred lire, 

And, in thy lateſt moments, waft thy ſoul 

To meet that mercy in the realms of joy, 

Which now thy royal goodneſs grants to me. 

Enter Burleigh. 
Bur. Madam, your orders came, alas ! too late, 

Ere they arriv'd the axe had fallen on Eſſex. 

Rut. Ha! dead! What hell is this that opens 
round me ? 

What fiend art thou that draws the horrid ſcene ? 

Ah, Bwieigh ! bloody murd' rer, where's my huſ- 

Deſtruction ſeize and madneſs rend my brain. ¶ band! 

See, ſee, they bend him to the fatal block; 

Now, now the horrid axe is lifted high, 

It falls, it falls; he bleeds, he bleeds ; he dies 
2, Als ! her ſorrows pierce my iuffering heart, | 
Rut. Eternal diſcord tear the ſocial world. 

Ariſe, deſpair, poſſeſs me all ! 

Bear, bear me to my murder'd lord, toclaſp 

His bleeding body in my dying arms, 

And in the tomb embrace his dear remains, 

And mingle with his duſt for ever. 

. Hapleſs woman! 
Sh thall henceforth be partner of my ſorrows ; 
And we'll contend who moſt ſhall weep for Eſſex. 


[ Exit. 
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Cou'd no pretext be found, no cauſe appear, 

To lengthen. mercy out a moment more, 

And ſtretch the ſpan of grace? O, cruel Burleigh 

This, this was thy dark work, unpitying min 
Bur. My gracious miſtreſs, blame not thus m 

My firm obedience to your high command. [ut 

The laws condemn'd him firſt to die; nor think 

I ſtood between your mercy and his life. 

It was the lady Nottingham, not I. 

Herſelf confeſs'd it all, in wild deſpair; 

That from your majeſty to Eſſex ſent, 

With terms of proffer'd grace, ſhe then receiy'4 

From his own hand a fatal ring, a pledge 

It ſeems of much importance, which the earl 

With earneſt ſuit, and warm entreaty, begg'd her, 

As ſhe would prize his life, to give your majeſty, 

In this the fail'd—in this ſhe murder'd Eſſex ! 
Q. Oh, barbarous woman 

Surrounded ſtill by treachery and fraud 

My fame is ſoil'd to all ſucceeding times : 

But Heaven alone can view my breaking heart; 

Then let it's will be done. 

From hence, let proud, reſiſting mortals, know 

The arm parental, agd the indulgent blow, 

To Heaven's corrective rod, ſubmiſſive bend; 

Adore it's wiſdom, on it's power depend; 

Whilſt ruling juſtice guides eternal ſway, 

Let nature tremble, and let man obey. 


Oh, quick to kill, and ready to deſtroy, | To Bur. 


[ Exeunt om. 


